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INT. SUBWAY - NEW YORK 

The cart is sparsely populated. Rare for New York. Only a few 
folks scattered about. We are underground. Thumbs twiddle 
with ELUSIVE INTERNET. 

A MAN'S eyes find a WOMAN'S. The woman's don't find his. They 
are MATT and SUSIE. 

Matt (early 30 's) blends in nicely, but pops upon further 
observation. He is disarming. Acutely aware of his 
surroundings. Most would say he's handsome. Harmless if you 
don't provoke him, and you can't imagine why anyone would. 

Susie, (early 30 's) plays a game on her phone. It bores her. 
Fair skin. Dark hair. Thin and curvy in all the right places. 
She seems indifferent to her beauty, although aware of it. 

She stretches her skirt down a bit, just in case. This 
appears habitual. Almost involuntary. 

Matt checks Susie out. It's safe. Her phone protects him. 
Birds are angry. Candy is crushed. Whatever. 

NOPE. She looked up. Fuck. RETREAT! 

It's too late. Busted... like really busted. She's not 
flattered as one would hope. Just annoyed. Every damn day. 

She awkwardly returns to her game. Matt slouches in defeat. 

But now, we are above ground. Beams of morning sunlight bathe 
the cart. It's quite nice. A bright treat for the senses as 
MANHATTAN becomes QUEENS. 

The other PASSENGERS' eyes wince as the light pours in. A 
sign from the heavens. INTERNET is back. One by one, they all 
saddle up with their devices. Some do so begrudgingly . Most 
are excited to be back on the grid. 

For Susie, her phone is now useless. She quits her game. Why 
wouldn't she? The sun is out. There are cars, children, 
vendors, policemen, buses, trains, trees, parks, a tremendous 
bridge, and all the beautiful chaos of an outer borough. 

She quickly turns to the window and takes in the world. 

Matt looks up from his phone and sees Susie again. He's far 
safer this time. Her distractions are much more engaging. 
She's more beautiful than he realized. 



2. 



CONDUCTOR ( 0 . S . ) 
(through the speakers) 
Queensborough Plaza, next stop, 
Queensborough . 

It's Susie's stop. She pops up for the door. Again, she sees 
she's caught Matt's attention. 

This time, Matt isn't bashful or ashamed. He smiles at her. 

Hesitantly, Susie smiles back. 

The train pulls to a stop. The doors open. 

Susie EXITS. Matt watches her through the windows. Without 
looking back, she disappears down the stairs. Matt leans back 
and once again, he smiles. 

Just before the Subway doors close, An OLDER WOMAN and a 
beautiful, healthy-looking GOLDEN RETRIEVER board. Some 
passengers smile to themselves at the site of the animal. 

Matt's happiness from Susie's presence fades. He stares at 
the dog and slowly, everything that was happy no longer is. 

FLASHBACK : 



INT. DAVID & SAMANTHA'S BEDROOM - CHICAGO TOWNHOUSE - DAWN 

DAVID and SAMANTHA LAFFERTY (early 30 's) are asleep. 5:44 
a.m. A golden retriever named TOBY lays his head on the bed 
and grunts. He props onto his hind legs, nudges Samantha with 
a paw and climbs onto the bed. 

An iPhone alarm clock sounds. Toby get's excited. It's time! 
David rolls over and snoozes it. Samantha shoves Toby away. 



INT. PARKED CAR - CHICAGO - DAWN 

Matt sits motionless in the driver's seat. He clings to the 
steering wheel and stares at his dashboard clock. Nervous. A 
sheep in wolf's clothing. 

5:48 a.m. He checks his cell phone. No messages yet. 



INT. DAVID AND SAMANTHA'S HOUSE - STAIRWAY - DAWN 

Toby races down the stairs. Samantha, eyes barely open, 
stumbles behind him. 
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INT. PARKED CAR - DAWN 

Matt checks his phone again. Nothing. Agitation settles in. A 
bead of sweat forms at his temple. His breathing's erratic. 

Finally, a notification sound. A TEXT MESSAGE reads: "here" 

Matt throws documents and newspaper clippings into a BOOKBAG. 
We get a quick look at a PHOTO of a MURDERED MAN (40 's). 
Upsetting clarity. One bullet to the temple. 

It's tossed into the bookbag with everything else. 

He leans back and takes a moment. Prepares himself. 

He exits the vehicle. 



INT. DAVID AND SAMANTHA'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAWN 

Samantha yawns and pops a k-cup into the Keurig. 

Her brown hair is silky, effortless; it relaxes on her 
shoulders. She is slender. Unblemished. Her blue eyes squint, 
struggling to adjust to her kitchen's bright lights. 

Toby whimpers O.S. 

SAMANTHA 
(yelling out, meekly) 
What coffee do you want? 

DAVID (O.S.) 
French roast? 

SAMANTHA 
Can you let Toby out, please? 

DAVID (O.S.) 
Yeah, yeah. I'm coming. 



INT. DAVID AND SAMANTHA'S HOUSE - STAIRWAY - DAWN 

David lumbers down the stairs to the front door where Toby 
scratches feverishly to get out. 

DAVID 
Alright, alright... 

He opens the door and lets the dog outside. 
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EXT. DAVID AND SAMANTHA'S FRONT YARD - DAWN 

Toby sprints down porch stairs to a small, fenced-in yard and 
immediately relieves himself on a tree. 

After finishing, he hears SOUNDS coming from inside the tree. 



EXT. CHICAGO PARK - DAWN 

RORY MONROE (42) is seated alone on a park bench near a 
majestic fountain turned off until warmer times. He is white, 
bearded and shady. He trembles with caffeine-infused nerves. 



EXT. CHICAGO STREET - DAWN 

The sun rises behind Matt who walks with purpose. We can see 
his breath. Christmas lights are sprinkled on most of the 
townhouses. His footsteps are all that break the silence. 



EXT. DAVID AND SAMANTHA'S FRONT YARD - DAWN 

Toby peeks his head into a hole at the base of the tree. 
Something HISSES at him and he pops back. 



EXT. CHICAGO STREET - DAWN 

Matt continues to march. A GARBAGE TRUCK is approaching from 
behind. He glares over his shoulder. 

Nothing to worry about... keep moving. 



EXT. DAVID AND SAMANTHA'S FRONT YARD - DAWN 

Toby dips his head into the hole for another look. Whatever 
it is hisses again. We hear the garbage truck approaching. 



EXT. CHICAGO STREET - DAWN 

The truck drives by Matt who is now outside David and 
Samantha's house. 

The front wheel of the truck dips into a POTHOLE and the 
suspension BOOMS as the truck realigns itself. 

A startled, RABID RACCOON barges from the hole at the base of 
the tree and BITES at Toby's face and neck. TOBY HOWLS IN 
AGONY AS THE RACCOON SINKS HIS FOAMING TEETH INTO HIS SKIN. 
The two animals wrestle... the raccoon is dominating. 
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MATT 

Get out of here! Go! 

The raccoon runs off and disappears into another yard. Toby, 
in shock, drags himself up the stairs... barking, crying, 
howling for help. He deliriously scratches at the front door 
as BLOOD pours out of his neck. 

Samantha opens the door to find the devastated animal. 

SAMANTHA 
Toby? Baby, what happened!? 

(yelling, frantic) 
DAVID! ! I NEED YOU! ! 

She spots Matt on the sidewalk. 

SAMANTHA (CONT'D) 
What happened to him!? 

MATT 

A raccoon, I think! It looked 
rabid. Ran off that way. 

David appears in the doorway and tries to stay calm as he 
observes the carnage. He darts inside, and returns quicikly 
with a towel. He applies it to one of the wounds just as Toby 
collapses . 

SAMANTHA 

Oh my God! 



EXT. CHICAGO PARK - DAWN 

Rory's fingers twitch. The skin around his eyes crinkle up as 
his patience thins further. Anger builds. 



EXT. DAVID AND SAMANTHA 'S FRONT YARD - DAWN 

Matt is now on the porch and helps Samantha hold towels on 
Toby's gashes. Samantha can barely function. 

MATT 
(to Samantha) 
Just try to relax. Look at me . 

She looks at him. 

MATT ( CONT ' D ) 
Breathe, OK? Hold it really tight. 

(calmly, firmly) 
Like this . 
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David tries to reach a veterinarian on the phone. 

DAVID 

Fuck. Come the fuck on. 

No answer. 

Suddenly, Matt remembers his purpose. He releases from the 
bloody towel and drops it on Toby's body. 

MATT 

I'm sorry. I have to go. 

SAMANTHA 
Wait, please! 

MATT 

(backing down the stairs) 
I can't. I'm sorry. Really, please. 
I have to go. I'm sorry! 

Matt disappears from the yard and out of sight with his arms 
and hands covered in Toby's blood. Samantha continues to sob. 

Toby takes his final breath. 



EXT. CHICAGO STREET - DAWN 

The sun is almost completely above the horizon. Fear pulsates 
through Matt's veins as he rushes to where he needs to be. 

He checks his phone. 6:10 a.m. He is late... very late. 



EXT. CHICAGO PARK - DAWN 

Rory bites his nails. He can't wait another second. Mission 
off. He rises from the park bench when... 

Two uniformed POLICE OFFICERS approach from his right. 

POLICE OFFICER #1 
Hey Rory, you got a second? 

Rory sprints to his left, only to find TWO MORE COPS coming 
for him there. Guns are drawn. 

POLICE OFFICER #3 
Get down, now! 

POLICE OFFICER #4 
On your stomach! 
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He complies . The first two officers keep him pinned down and 
throw on the cuffs. A strong breeze sends the last of 
Autumn's fallen leaves into a frenzy. 

The policemen lift him to his feet. Rory's malevolent eyes 
scan the park. There is no one there. 



EXT. CHICAGO STREET - DAWN 

Matt looks down the road to see lights flashing from two 
parked police cars as Rory is put into one of them. Shock 
settles in. His eyes widen and blessings are counted. Slowly, 
discreetly, he turns and begins walking back to his car. 

Then it hits him. . . 



EXT. DAVID AND SAMANTHA'S FRONT YARD - DAWN 

David and Samantha cradle lifeless Toby in their collective 
arms. Amidst the misery, Samantha looks to her left and finds 
Matt'S BOOKBAG on the porch. 



PRESENT DAY 



INT. SUBWAY - NEW YORK - DAY 

The dog calmly sits by his owners side. Happy. Matt stares at 
the dog, then blankly at his world. 

CUT TO BLACK: 



TITLE OVER: 
COLUMBUS DAY 



